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The Taming of the Shre*, 

And fb offend him: for I tell you firs, , 

If yon fhould fmile,he growes impatient. 

Play. Feare not my Lord wc can containe our fclucs 
Were he the vcricil: anticke in the world. 

Lord. Gofirra,Taketheratothc Butteric, 

And giue them friendly welcome eucry one, 

Let them want nothing that my houfe affbords. 

Exit one with the Players, 

Sitra go you to Bartholmcvv my page, 

And lee him drdl in all fuites like a Ladic : 

That done,condu& him to the drunkardschambcr. 
And call him Madam, do him obcifancc: 

Tell him from me (as he will win my loue) 

He bare himfelfc with honorable aaion, 

Such as he hath obferu’d in noble Ladies 

Vntotheir Lords, by them acccmplifhed. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do : 

With foftlowetongue^nd lowly curtefie; 

And fay: What is ’t your Honor doth command. 
Wherein yourLadis ,and your humble wife. 

May Pnew her ducie, and make knownc her loue. 

And then withkindeimbraccmentSjtemptingkilTes, 

And with declining head into his bol'ome 
Bid him (bed teares.as being ouer. ioyed 
T o Ice her noble Lord rdlor'd to health. 

Who for this feuen yeares bath efteemed him 
No better then a poore and loathfomc begger s 
And if the boy hauc not a womans guift 
To raine a flio wer of commanded teares 
An Onion will do well for luch a Ihift, * 

Which in a Napkin (being clofe-conuei’d) 

Shall in defpight enforce a watcrie eie : 

Sec thisdifpatch’d with all the haft thou canft, 

Anoa lie gwethee morcinftruaions. 

Exit a fertiingman* 

f know the boy will wel vfurpe the grace, 

\ oicc, gate, and *£Uon of a Gentle woman : 




fire*: 

I long to heare him call the drunkard hufband, 

• And how my men will ftay themfelucs from laughter. 

When they do homage to this fsmple peafant, 
lie in to counfeil them : haply my prefence 
May wc! 1 abate the out r-merrie Iplecne, 

Which otherwife would grow into extreames . 

Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants ,fomewith apparel, 
Bafenand 3v>cr,& other appurtenances , & Lord . 

2?^, For Gods fakea pot of fmallAle. 

j See. Wilt plcafe your Lordfnip drinkc a cup of facke ? 
a See. Wilt pleafe your Honor tafte of thefc Conferues ? 

3 . Str. What raimVnt will your honor weare to day. 

Bey, I am Chrifiophero Sly , call not nice Honor nor Lord- 
fhip : 1 ne’redranke facke in my life : andif you giue naeany Con- 
ferues, giue mee conferues of Beefe : ncrc askme what raiment lie 
wcarc, for I hauc nc more doublets then Baekes : no more ftock- 
ings then leggesmor no more (hooes then feet,nay fomcime more 
feet then fliooes, or fuch fhooes as my toes lookc through the o- 
ucr leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafe this idle humor in your Honor. 

Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeem. 

Of fuch polTefTions, and fo high eftccmc 
Should oe inf u led with fo foule afpirit. 

Beg. What would you make me mac?Am not I Chrifiopher Slie, 
old .S’ Awfonne of Burton- heath by byrtha Pedler, by education a 
Cardmakcr, by transmutation a Bcare-heard, and now by prefent 
profeffion a Tinker. Askc zjyiarrian Hacket the fat Alewifcof 
Wincot , if fhee know sne not : if fhe fay I am not xiiii. d. on the 
fcore for fheerc Ale; fcorc mee vp for the lyingft knauc in 
Chriftendcme. What 1 am not belli aught: here’s 

3. OlLan. Oh this it is that makes yourLadiemoume. 

2 Mar. Oh this is it that makes your feruancs droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fhumyettrhoufe 
As b eat en h ence by your ftrange Lu nacie. 

Oh Noble Lord , bethinkc thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts frembanilhment. 

And banifh hence thefc abieft lowlie dreames s 
|Jcoke howthy feruants do attend on th ee. 



